walked through the room with uncertain steps and stood
still in front of the Pastouri.
" Yvonne," he said in a husky voice, *e I came here to
shoot you and your lover. I see now that that would be
ridiculous. I don't understand this. This is not in my
line. I have loved you as a man should love a woman.
I cannot offer you refinements. I see now what is the
matter with you. You are incapable of love, utterly
incapable. That is a great pity, Yvonne. This morning
I smashed the big palm and shattered a mirror. But
now I am completely indifferent. Now you can have a
divorce as soon as you like. God help you, or the Devil
take you ! I know you now. You do not want love> you
only want to play at love, just the feeble, half-hearted
unhealthy sort. To-day you leave me in the lurch and run
off with this pomaded fellow, this ape ; to-morrow you
will leave him and attach yourself to the nigger. And
so it will go on. Keep it up, Yvonne I Your beautiful
white skin which he has painted so prettily there will
soon get dirty. Go on—keep it up."
There was no anger in his words now, only a sadness,
a pity, mingled with scorn. The Pastouri bit her pretty,
short upper lip and studied her nails. The black pearls
on her chest clicked against one another with a tiny
sound, as the radio music took breath for a moment.
" Does Herr Ambrosius see a likeness in the portrait ? "
asked the nigger diabolically, and added a little touch of
red to the breasts of the painted Yvonne.
Bank Director Dr. Kolding was much less equal to the
situation.- He flushed and said: " I beg you. Here
Professor ! Not in front of your wife	1 "
Poor Kolding ! He could not shake himself free of the
conventional or grasp the irony of his words.
" I am not talking to you, you ape 1 " answered
Ambrosius without even looking at hirn. He was now
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